ACT V, SCENE i
VOLPONE
Volp. Well, I am here, and all this brunt is past* I ne'er was in dislike with my disguise Till this fled moment: here 'twas good in private; But in your public, cave, whilst I breathe. 'Fore God, my left leg 'gan to have the cramp, And I apprehended straight some power had struck
me
With a dead palsy: well, I must be merry, And shake it off. A many of these fears Would put me into some villainous disease, Should they come thick upon me; I'll prevent 'em. Give me a bowl of lusty wine, to fright This humour from my heart. [He drinks.] - hum, hum,
hum!
Tis almost gone already; I shall conquer. Any device, now, of rare ingenious knavery That would possess me with a violent laughter. Would make me up again. - So, so, so! [Drinks again.] This heat is life; *t is blood by this time: - Mosca!
ACT V, SCENE 2 MOSGA, VOLPONE, NANO, CASTRONE
Mos. How now, sir? does the day look clear again?
Are we recover'd, and wrought out of error,
Into our way, to see our path before us?
Is our trade free once more? Volp. Exquisite Mosca! Mos. Was it not earned learnedly? Volp. And stoutly:
Good wits are greatest in extremities, Mos. It were a folly beyond thought, to trust